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Pity Without Charity. 
Is Welcome Nowhere 


By Catherine de Hueck 


One day Lady Pity awoke quite confused. Of course 
it did not all happen at once — the confusion, that is. 
It had started long ago. But that morning it really made 
her wonder, and it made her decide that something had 
to be done about it, that something had to be done NOW. 


The crux of the whole 
problem was her place in the 
order of things. Up to, she 
could not exactly remember 
when, she had been content 
to be in attendance on Char- 
ity, whose other name is 
Love. She had been satisfied 
to be one of many; for Love, 
whose other name is Char- 
ity, had quite a few attend- 
ants beside Pity. With her, 
through time, even from the 
beginning of it, walked Un- 
derstanding, Gentleness, 
Kindness, Forgiveness, Hu- 
mility and Knowledge. Pity 
had been one of a crowd for 
more eons than she cared to 
remember. 

Oh The Pity Of It! 

Then one day, she _ lost 
track of which, it came to 
her that she was quite an 
important personage. So, in- 
stead of being one of many, 
in the retinue of Charity, 
whose other name is Love, 
she should have a retinue of 
her own, or at least be ‘on 
her own,” as all important 
personages are. 

At first this was a start- 
ling idea. She rejected it as 
unseemly. But it kept com- 
ing back and coming back, 
in spite of all she did to get 
rid of it. She tried hard, for 
more centuries than she 
cared to remember. But it 
would not let her go. And 
it brought her more and 
more confusion until the 
day she awoke thoroughly 
confused. 

By the noon of that fate- 
ful day she had decided to 
act. Which was very foolish 
of her. One should never act 
when one is confused. But 
Pity did. 

That evening she quietly 
walked away from Love, 
whose other name is Char- 
ity. 

Lady Pity had never been 
alone, and did not know 
where to go, so she went 
straight ahead. As she walk- 
ed slowly through the starry 
night, she made her plans. 
Of course, she decided, she 
knew what to do. She would 
be just herself. Men had 
need of Pity ever since the 
first of them were thrown 
out of Paradise. But especi- 
ally since that extraordinary 
Man, Who, she had eventu- 
ally discovered, was the Son 
of God, had come to earth 
with a heart and eyes so full 
of Love and Pity, that men 
having caught so well her 
reflection in His eyes, need- 
ed her more than ever be- 
fore. 

For Pity’s Sake 

So noturally, since she was 
so important, and now “on 
her very own,” she would go 


and help men _ everywhere 
and always. And by and by 
she would get the recogni- 
tion she so well deserved. 
With it she would acquire 
a retinue of her own, and 
reveal to all the truly im- 
portant personage she really 
was. Thus ran her thoughts. 
She was well satisfied with 
them that first night of her 
alone-ness. So much so that 
she walked with firmer and 
faster steps. 

That is how she came 
upon the young woman and 
man sitting on a park bench 
and talking. Something in 
the posture of the young 
woman caught Pity’s eyes. 
She seemed dejected. She 
was crying, almost to her- 
self. Pity came nearer and 
noticed that the man was 
talking somewhat harshly. 
This would never do, 
thought Pity. She sat quite 
close to him. He looked up 
to her; and though he could 
not see her with His bodily 
eyes, he felt her presence. 
His voice changed pitch. It 
became filled with pity. 

Pity smiled to herself, 
proud of her power over 
men! 

Pity Gets Brush-off 

Then a strange thing hap- 
pened. The girl ceased cry- 
ing. She lifted a bewildered 
hurt face to the man, and 
told him she did not want 
pity without love. 

With that she rose and 
walked, nay ran, away from 
him. He shrugged his broad 
shoulders, shook his head, 
lit a cigarette, and walked 
away, leaving Pity sitting on 
the bench lost in wonder at 
what could have suddenly 
gone wrong. 

After a while Pity, her 
problem unsolved, moved on. 
In due time she came to a 
big city, and, wandering 
through it, came to its poor- 
est section. She noticed a 
well-dressed woman laden 
with gifts of all kinds going 
about from house to house. 
Feeling that she could help 
her, Pity followed her. 


Home after home they 
went into—the woman with 
the gifts and Pity. Poor 
homes, almost destitute, 
where the woman was re- 
ceived courteously enough 
but with a strange lack of 
warmth. Tired mothers with 
kids hiding in their skirts, 
smiled dead smiles, meekly 
acepted the gifts and listen- 
ed to the words filled with 
pity. But they said little be- 
yond a perfunctory “thank 

ou.” 

y Pity Learns The Truth 


Astonished, Pity stayed on 





in one of the homes after 





the lady of the gifts had left. 
Once more she heard strange 
words — words about the 
bitterness of receiving alms, 
even though they be ever so 
much needed, given out of 
sheer pity but without 
LOVE, WHOSE OTHER 
NAME IS CHARITY. 


Pity refused to believe all 
she heard ... but as she 
walked up and down 
throughout the whole earth, 
and year followed year, she 
became discouraged. She 
went into a Church to think 
things over. In the vanish- 
ing twilight, a statue drew 
her glance. She was startled 
to recognize the God Man 
She had once met in her 
earthly and endless pilgrim- 
ages when she was an at- 
tendant to Love. 


It seemed that His eyes 
looked at her with deep pity, 
but it was aclear uncon- 
fused pity that took all its 
beauty from CHARITY, 
WHOSE OTHER NAME IS 
LOVE. 

At that moment Pity un- 
derstood that, alone, she 
could not help anyone. Be- 
cause she was merely an 
attendant in the retinue of 
Love . . . and Love, whose 
other name is CHARITY, 
was more than Pity could 
ever be. 

LOVE WAS A PERSON! 
LOVE WAS GOD! AND HE 
ALONE COULD MAKE 
PITY WARM, FRIENDLY, 
AND USEFUL WITH- 
OUT HIM SHE WAS A 
DEAD THING. 

THAT NIGHT SHE CAME 
BACK WHERE SHE BE- 
LONGED .. TO LOVE 
WHOSE OTHER NAME IS 
CHARITY. 





St. Ignatius Prayer 











And now, O blessed Lady, 
since thou hast so generous- 
ly given me thy Jesus once 
more and thyself with Him, 
I give Him back to thee, and 
myself with Him: His in- 
finitely precious Heart, and 
my poor inconstant heart in 
It, as a drop in an ocean of 
love; beseeching thee to 
accept the drop for ocean’s 
sake, and the abundance of 
the ocean in supply for the 
deficiencies of the drop. 

—Amen. 


Yukon Welcomes Our 
Lay Missionary Trio 


By Mamie Legris 


The feast of St. Anthony, June 13, 1954, opened a 


new chapter in the history of Friendship House, Canadian 


Province for on that day the three staff workers from 
Combermere, arrived at Whitehorse, Yukon, after a trip 


across Canada that took five 


The welcome we received 
from Bishop Coudert, the 
Oblate Missionaries, the Sis- 
ters, and the parishioners 
thoroughly convinced us 
that they were happy and 
grateful we had come to 
Whitehorse. 

Polishing The Apple Pie 

Father Triggs, our direct- 
or, anxious to have our mis- 
sion house in apple-pie ord- 
er, had the women scrub, 
polish, and dust it every day 
for three weeks. There were 
people who gave up hope of 
ever seeing us; they figured 
we should have arrived at 
least by the end of May. 

We were guests of Father 
Lynch, the pastor, for sup- 
per. Fr. Doetzle of Telegraph 
Creek, who was on his first 
visit to the Cathedral parish, 
dined with us. It was a pleas- 
ant meal, we exchanged 
chatter and jokes and told 
the priests many interesting 
incidents about-our trip. 

We delivered greetings 
from Fr. Debusschere of Ft. 
Nelson; Fr. Fleury, Fr. 
Drean and Fr. Huibers of 
Lower Post, B.C., and Fr. 
Desmarais of Teslin, Y.T., 
all of whom had welcomed 
us cordially and fed and 
lodged us at their rectories 
on our trip up the Alaskan 
Highway. 

They, in turn, told us a- 
bout devouring the mail 
each day in hopes of getting 
news of our arrival, and 
answering the telephone 
promptly, hoping that it 
would give them an idea of 
our whereabouts. We were 
unpredictable, you see. 

We were surprised to find 
that in spite of all we had 
eaten in the Canadian West 
we were still able to do jus- 
tice to the delicious food the 
good Sisters had prepared. 
Before leaving the Rectory, 
Fr. Monnett handed us a 
long envelope and said it 
was from the bishop. 

The Bishop’s Greeting 

We were a little scared 
because we had never before 
received a letter from a 
bishop. (The bishop was ab- 
sent on our arrival but re- 
turned the following Tues- 
day.) However, when we 
read the first paragraph, our 
fears were dispelled. 

“Dear Missionary Work- 
ers: This is to welcome you 
in Maryhouse at Whitehorse. 
I deeply regret to be absent 
at your arrival in our episco- 
pay city, but I wish to assure 
you once more of my pro- 
found satisfaction at your 
coming into Whitehorse.” 

Fr. Triggs took us on a con- 
ducted tour of Our Lady of 





Guadalupe Mission, our 


weeks. 


future Friendship House. We 
visited the chapel and said a 
prayer of thanksgiving for 
our vocation and safe trip, 
and a prayer asking God to 
bless our work in the North. 
Then, we passed through the 
tiny sacristy into the kit- 
chen. 

It was a cozy little room. 
The cupboards were filled 
with everything from bacon., 
eggs, coffee, bread, etc., etc., 
down to tea towels and 
matches. The ladies of the 
parish hadn’t missed a 
single item. 

On to the office and living 
room. I thought of all the 
things I would pile on that 
big desk. There was the 
studio couch where Kay and 
I would sleep until our 
rooms were ready. Father 
unlocked a door and we en- 
tered the hostel consisting 
of four beds, where we lodge 
stranded transients. 

Howdy — Men At Work 

We came back through 
the living room and went 
out the back door to see the 
new addition of two _ bed- 
rooms, a bathroom, a living 
room and an office that is 
under construction. Most of 
the work is being done by 
volunteer labor because to 
supply the building material 
alone requires a well-filled 
wallet. We descended to the 
basement. I’m sure every 
inch of this spacious excava- 
tion will be put to good use. 
Father told us the furnace 
devours twenty cords of four 
foot wood in a winter and 
that it is worth twenty dol- 
lars a cord. 

We crossed the street to 
Louie’s cabin. It was neat 
and tidy. (The women had 
been cleaning it daily too.) 
It had two rooms — one a 
bedroom, the other a kit- 
chen, the latter to be used 
temporarily as a storeroom. 


Outside once more, we 
stood on the steps to get a 
good look at our little corner 
of Whitehorse. The mission 
house, a wooden structure 
finished in brown cedar 
shingles, varnished door and 
white window frames, with 
a plain white wooden cross 
over the entrance, stood out. 

Still Some Snow 


It looked so peaceful in 
the valley. On our left were 
high sand bluffs pin-cush- 
ioned here and there with 
long slender evergreens; on 
our right, in the distance, 
were the towering moun- 
tains which still held in 
their bosoms remnants of 
last winter’s snow. 

The streets were wide and 
quite dusty. Vegetation was 
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WHERE LOVE IS—GOD IS 


August—month of mystery. The mystery of 
Mary’s Assumption. The mystery of light and joy... 
yet hidden, at an immense depth, and unrevealed to 
the mortal eyes of man. 


August—month of Her long, leving exile 
ended .... ‘ 


August—month of Her home-coming.... 


August—month in which Heaven saw its gentle 
immaculate Queen crowned. ‘ 


August—the month of Mary’s Assumption, the 
mystery that brings to us a love unequalled among 
creatures. That love was a holocaust from its first 
FIAT—which brought us our Redeemer—to its last 
sigh. Death took Her reverently in its arms, just for 
a moment or two, only to relinquish Her again. Decay 
4 and dissolution—through whose hands all men have 
passed, and will pass—were not allowed to touch 
THE IMMACULATE MOTHER OF GOD. 


As Her Son passed through Her at His birth, 
without pain, as through a gate or a door, leaving His 
Mother an inviolate Virgin, so She passed through 
the gates of death, without lingering, into LIFE 
EVERLASTING, GLORIFIED BODY AND GLORI- 
OUS SOUL UNSUNDERED! ALLELUIA! 


Was the night of Her Assumption full of 
strange light? A night bedecked in her most beautiful 
blue-black mantle, studded with all the stars of the 
universe, reflecting the translucent light of a full 
moon? 


Or was it dawn in all its glory that saw Her 
assumed into Heaven? 


Did angels tumble down to make a stairway 
for her, from earth to heaven? 


Or did Her Son come down to bring Her into 
the bosom of His Father and the arms of Her Spouse, 
the Holy Ghost? 


No one saw. No witness was there to leave a 
breathless whisper of the miracle of that mystery. 


No one was there but Faith . . . which sees 
without seeing. Faith that told mankind from the 
dawn of Christianity to rejoice and believe without 
knowing or seeing with earthly eyes and_ earthly 
minds. Faith told us that Earth’s most beautiful, im- 
maculate, perfect daughter knew not the darkness 
of the grave, nor the touch of dissolution or decay. . 


Do we meditate enough on this glorious, joyous 
mystery? 


How we need to do just that! — We whose 
generation and times hold so many orphaned souls, 
who, denying Christ, know not their Mother, and His! 


We who are children of twilights and wars, 
who live in the shadowy land of a thousand fears 
that could be so easily allayed if we turned our faces 
souls and hearts — to Mary Assumed into heaven — 
we, the children of un-peace, would find in Her, the 
Queen of Peace, Her Son — Who alone can give us 
His peace, which no one can take away from us. 


We who stand in such desperate need of wis- 
dom to guide us on a straight course between the 
endless shoals begotten by human folly and pride, 
need Her, the Seat of Wisdom. 


MARY, QUEEN OF ALL HEARTS, WHOSE 
ASSUMPTION WE CELEBRATE IN THIS WARM 
SUMMER MONTH OF AUGUST, TEACH US HOW 
TO MEDITATE ON ALL YOUR JOYS, SORROWFUL, 
AND GLORIOUS MYSTERIES; SO THAT, THROUGH 
THEM WE MAY KNOW YOU AND YOUR SON 
BETTER ...AND THEREFORE RESTORE OUR- 
SELVES, AND THE WHOLE WORLD, TO HIM, 
THROUGH YOU... AND BEGIN TO ENTER NOW, 
THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN, OF WHICH YOU ARE 
THE ALL POWERFUL QUEEN. 


MARY, ASSUMED INTO HEAVEN, PRAY 
FOR US! 











“When one finds our Lord 
and walks with Him and 
talks with Him daily, and 
joins Him at Mass daily, and 
receives Him daily, life is 
complete; one has a peace of 
mind and soul, loves every 
one, no matter what his 
color or creed may be, and 
does his best for mankind.” 

How Dry I Am! 

All over Christendom 
there are scholars and sages 
writing articles or poems or 
fiction stories for Catholic 
magazines; or, perhaps — 
alas! — deep, dry, and de- 
plorably ponderous books on 
Catholic thought and doc- 
trine. 

But the sentence quoted 
above came from none of 
these. 

All over North America, or 
so it seems to an _ editor, 
there are men and women 
who keep writing articles, 
poems, stories, essays, or 
prayers which they would 
like some Catholic news- 
paper or magazine to print; 
but which always come back 
to them, with or without a 
printed rejection slip or a 
letter. 

The sentence quoted a- 
bove came from one of these. 


This writer is a woman of 
sixty or thereabouts. I de- 
duee this from her state- 
ment that she is about four 
years younger than I am. I 
am fast approaching middle- 
age; for I shall be 64 next 
October. Of course a woman 
matures faster than a man 
— perhaps because she has 
more sense—so that would 
mean this particular woman 
is “getting on.” 

They Call It Junk 

“T have a little den right 
off my kitchen,” she writes, 
“and all my material is 
there, handy for me to work 
with. My children call it 
junk. But each and every 
scrap of paper means some- 
thing to me, and has a value 
they possibly never could un- 
derstand. I guess I have a 
sentiment they can’t fath- 
om. 

“In this room I have a 
north window. It is filled 
with African violets which 
have bloomed since last Feb. 
I also have a spare bed, a 
couch, an easy chair, read- 
ing lamps, a book case with 
all sorts of books, a place to 
write in\comfort, and a soli- 
tude that’s precious. I can 
pick up a number of things 
to do at any moment...” 

She writes in pen and pen- 
cil, on both sides of the 
paper. Yet I enjoy every line 
she writes — though I prob- 
ably may not print a word 
of it in this paper. 

There is a man in Ontario 
who spends all his spare 
time writing much the same 
sort of “junk” this woman 
writes. He too uses pen and 
pencil; and his writing is so 
fine it taxes the keenest eyes. 
But he too has thoughts 
worth reading. 

To Die Rich? Horrors! 

There is a woman in Cali- 
fornia, also a mother whose 
children probably refer to 
her stuff as “junk,” who 
occasionally turns out some 
magnificent verse, and who 
someday may give us a great 
book. If she ever writes the 
story of her life — in the 
manner she distributes bits 
of it through her letters — 
she will die rich. (Which 
God forbid!) 

The point is that no mat- 
ter how good, bad, or indif- 
ferent grandma or grandpa’s 
prose and poetry may be, it 














will attract attention in high 
heaven — so long as it is 


FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Eddie Doherty 











Church — no matter what 
editors on earth may say 
about it. 

A woman writing in her 
pleasant little den beside her 
aromatic clean kitchen may 
be a subject of amusement 
to her dumb, busy, illiterate, 
unliterary, or unthinking 
offspring. But she can be 
compared to the monks in 
the desert who sat in their 
cells and contemplated God 
all day; or to those friars in 
the old monasteries who 
copied bits of the Gospels 
out of one book and put 
them into another. 








Not Junk But Joy 

If her children could only 
know the peace and the joy 
that is hers they would not 
speak so lightly — nor so 
ignorantly—about her work. 
Nor would they call it junk. 

Catholic writers are a dis- 
tinctive tribe. They are one 
class that does NOT write 
for profit. Oh, they’ll take a 
check from the magazine, 
or the book publisher, if it 
comes. And they will be most 
grateful. But the greatest 
satisfaction will be to realize 
that what they have written 
— and managed to sell — 
may bring somebody into 
the Church, or may turn 
some lapsed Catholic back 
to the Sacraments. They 
may never know what good 
things, if any, result from 
their little story, poem, or 
essay. But what does that 
matter? They are content to 
have sown. Let others see 
the harvest. 

You Can Envy Them 

Some have never had any- 
thing printed. Some never 
will sell even a paragraph. 
But all of them keep on writ- 
ing. Nothing discourages 
them. They are filled with 
God, and the spirit of God is 
in everything they do, or 
think, or say. 

Maybe what they write IS 
junk, judged critically by 
worldly-minded readers — 
especially those readers near 
and dear to them. But it is 
not junk in the eyes of God. 

Every line these writers 
put on paper, no matter how 
trite, how inept, how un- 
grammatical, how “old fash- 
ioned” or “sentimental” or 
“flowery” or “unoriginal,” is 
eagerly read by Our Lady, 
and by saints and angels in 
heaven. And every line helps 
the writer just that much 
more in the quest for the 
peace and joy of God. 

The woman who wrote the sen- 
tence quoted at the top of this 
piece, though she didn’t realize it, 
was describing herself. Her child- 
ren should be not only very proud 
of her, and more than ordinarily 
fond of her; they should be ter- 
ribly envious of her. 


For she is one of .the very few 
happy people on this earth. 





The B’s Corner 


Our Summer School of 
Catholic Action is in full 
swing. The first week fifty- 
three sat down to meals at 
Madonna House, and it is 
the smallest of the five 
weeks that comprise the 
Summer School course. 

Truly this part of our 
apostolate is our blessing 
and joy, for what can _ be 
more important than this 
coming together of Catholics 
from all parts of our vast 
North American Continent 
to talk about God and the 
things of God, and to spend 
their vacation in integrated 
Catholic living, which em- 
braces one’s whole being? 
Each day is filled with a 
tranquil succession of Pray- 
er, Study, Work, and Re- 
creation, lifting each and all 
to God, to Whom alone we 
belong. 











Fill That Gap 

Yet while my heart re 
joices at the sight, each year 
I wonder anew at the gap 
that exists — in the minds, 
hearts, and souls of our Ca- 
tholics, especially our youth 
— between the KNOWL- 
EDGE OF OUR FAITH AND 
THE LIVING OF IT. 

Summer after summer 
brings to us, in ever increas- 
ing numbers, people inter- 
ested in bridging that gap. 
Summer after summer I ask 
myself the very simple ques- 
tion . . . “WHY DOES IT 
EXIST IN THE FIRST 
PLACE?” 

Here is an intelligent col- 
lege graduate, with one or 
two degrees. Easily he (or 
she) discusses grace, vir- 
tues, the Liturgy, the Sacra- 
ments, and other vital 
topics. His (or her) academ- 
ic knowledge is often amaz- 
ing. Yet equally amazing is 
his (or her) non-application 
~~ that knowledge to daily 

fe. 

Examples are not hard to 
find. They cover many 
aspects of a Catholic daily 
life and our attitude to our 
fellow men. Among the most 
common are prejudices a- 
gainst people of another na- 
tionality, color, or race — 
especially Jews, Negroes, 
and others. 

Social snobbishness is 
often prevalent. Worship of 
money, power, and success 
is, alas, only too often evi- 
dent. Alms-giving is easily 
separated from the immense 
Caritas of Christ. Sharp wit 
at the expense of someone 
else’s foibles has to be com- 
batted, as has gossip and un- 
wholesome curiosity. 

A great concern with self, 
comforts, food, and often a 
complete misunderstanding 
of mortification and the 
need of it in one’s life is 
apparent, while an almost 
morbid interest is to be 
found- in reading and talk- 
ing about EXTRAORDIN- 
ARY PRACTICES OF MOR- 
TIFICATION AND MYSTI- 
CAL PHENOMENAS of 
saints and other good people 
—both past and present. 

Going To Heaven, Bud? 

Another obvious point is 
the strange desire to get to 
heaven on the minimum, in- 
stead of the maximum. A 
tragic lack of simplicity and 
naturalness in approachin 
religion is evident. Mos 
question periods, after lec- 
tures and at meals, are di- 
rected toward what could be 
broadly called “THE LET- 
TER OF THE LAW” — in- 
stead of its spirit. 


beginning of wisdom, seems 
revalent. The idea of fall- 
ng passionately in love with 





Him, and of entering the 
(Continued on Page Three) 


Fear of God, which is the. 
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COMBE 








(We continue our story of 
Madonna House and Com- 
bermere — the ways of our 
life here, and our works, be- 
cause so many of our readers 
have asked us for just such 
an outline. If you desire to 
find out more about us, please 
write. We are happy to ans- 
wer all questions about our 
humble apostolate.) 


NURSING — Madonna 
House maintains a First Aid 
station and a dispensary for 
minor ills. It renders an am- 
bulance service for the im- 
mediate region. Its station 
wagon, with its second seat 
down, and a good mattress, 
etc., is often seen on the 
highways and country roads 
in close races with the stork; 
or in other emergencies that 
require prompt hospitaliza- 
tion, (our hospitals being 
respectively 70 miles and 39 
miles away). 

Plenty of Patients 

Home nursing, and visit- 
ing nursing is done con- 
stantly. Under the aegis of 
the Canadian Red Cross, 
Home Nursing classes are 
given to women in distant 
villages. Up to now some 
seventy have _ graduated 
from these. Madonna House 
also offers a Red Cross Sick 
Room supply and Emergen- 
cy Service in case of fire and 
flood disasters. 

Looking over, briefly, the 
work done in the seven years 
we have been here, we note 
that the Nursing Dept. of 
Madonna House has made 
3,314 home visits, sometimes 
just to administer medicine 
prescribed by the doctors, 
sometimes to do long bed- 
side nursing. Six hundred 
and eight-nine emergency 
and first aid calls have been 
answered and 211 patients 
taken to hospitals as above 
mentioned. We assisted at 
the Home Delivery of babies 
—quite a few without a doc- 
tor, when, due to adverse 
weather conditions and bad 
roads, he could not get there 
on time. 

SOCIAL SERVICE—Under 
this heading comes what we 
would call “neighborly ser- 
vice.” This consists in friend- 
ly help with a variety of 
small problems; sometimes 
legal advice we have 
friendly lawyers who hel 
us — sometimes just a ma 
ter of form-filling for old age 
pensions, etc. 

Plenty of Parties 

Sometimes we render help 
in personal problems and 
difficulties and in the many 
emergencies that arise in a 
rural area; such as supply- 
ing baby-sitters for ailing or 
tired mothers; helping with 
Christmas gifts and goodies, 
as well as giving parties for 
children, some 500 of them, 
in the villages hereabouts, 
also boxes for the shut-ins 
and oldsters, supplying food 
in a few emergency cases 
until “relief” can be obtain- 
ed. The list of services in this 
department is long, varied, 
and constant. It embraces 
most all the needs of man. 

CLOTHING CENTER — 
Madonna House maintains 
a@ year-round service of giv- 
ing out clothing to those 
who need it. : 

For this p it runs 
a well-organized Clothing 
Center, where those in need 
can have easy and constant 
access to the clothing. This 
demands year-round beg- 
ging for such clothing. Dur- 
ing the seven years of our 
existence we have given out 
more than ONE HUNDRED 
TONS of such clothing. It 
is one of the most needed 





By Catherine 
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services hereabouts, where— 

thanks be to God—the fam- 

ilies are large, even if at 

times the incomes are not. 
Plenty of Dances 

RECREATION— Through 
the winter months in a 
friendly neighborly fashion, 
Madonna House has dances 
for teen-agers, game nights, 
and story hours. 

SUMMER SCHOOL OF 
CATHOLIC ACTION— Each 
ed beginning on the first 

onday of July and ending 
after five weeks, Madonna 
House opens its premises to 
anyone interested in spend- 
ing an integrated Catholic 
vacation through the inedi- 
um of its Summer School of 
Catholic Action. Each week 
is known as a TERM. Each 
is taught by a priest who 
Specializes in the subject 
matter of it. Each year the 
subject matter is the same, 
and is divided as follows: 
FIRST WEEK PRINCI- 

PLES AND FOUNDA- 

TIONS OF CATHOLIC 

ACTION. 

SECOND WEEK — THE 

MASS LIVED. 

THIRD WEEK—THE GATE 

TO GOD — MARY. 
FOURTH WEEK — THE 

RURAL APOSTOLATE 

OF CATHOLIC ACTION. 
FIFTH WEEK — RESTOR- 

ING THE HOME TO 

CHRIST (specially reserv- 

ed for families with child- 

ren). 
Plenty of Children 

The cost of each week- 
term, with room, board and 
tuition, is twenty dollars per 
week, for adults. (Children 
—whatever the parents can 
afford — or free.) Adjust- 
ments are easily made if this 
sum is too high for some de- 
siring to participate in it. 
Yearly, there are vacancies 
for SUMMER _ VOLUN- 
TEERS. Young people of 
high-school or college age, 
who cannot afford to pay 
anything except their trans- 
portation, are welcome to 
come free of charge and to 
help with the many chores 
involved in such an under- 
taking. 

About 450 or 500 people 
have chosen to spend their 
vacations at Madonna 
House during the past few 
summers, and their number 
is yearly growing. The pro- 
gram of PRAYING ... 
STUDYING . . . WORKING 
... AND PLAYING TO- 
GETHER, appeals to many. 

A special Prospectus of 
this service is available on 
request. Write for it to Ma- 
donna House, Combermere, 
Ont., Canada. 





Beggar's Prayer 











O Lord, my prayers are those 
of the beggar-born 

Who Knee! not to praise but 
to plead. 

And what would you ask of 
a King crowned with 
thorns, 

Whose sceptre royal was a 
reed? 

Shield me, Lord, from poor 
men’s eyes—with fearsome 
clarity. 

They pierce my barren soul’s 
disguise, its pettiness lay 
clear. 

And would you have shelter 
beneath the cloak of His 
warm charity 

Who hung Him naked on the 
cross for a mocking world 
to jeer? 

O Lord, rinse clean this 
blackened heart with the 
bitter wine of pain 

With sorrow’s good teach me 





to live for love of Thee 
again. 





YUKON WELCOMES OUR 


(Continued from Page One) 
scanty. Although it was nine 
o’clock, it was quite bright 
out of doors. At this season 
there is no real darkness at 
night — just a sort of twi- 
light. We ambled across the 
road, Father pointing out 
items of interest and telling 
us his plans. In a few min- 
utes he gave us his blessing 
and departed — then we 
began to unpack. We were 
giad to be here and glad to 
know we would not have to 
pack again for some time. 


We have spent three 
weeks in the Yukon, are 
gradually getting to know 
people, able to find our way 
around and translate the 
many abbreviations that are 
the names of stores, trans- 
ports, the railway, etc. 
People are good to us — they 
bring us treats (to-day we 
had a wonderful trout din- 
ner), let us do our laundry 
in their machines, use their 
bathtubs. They invite us to 
their homes and they visit 
us. You see, it is the little 
thoughtful things people do 
that count. 

Kindnesses Received 

Speaking of kindness and 
hospitality brings me back 
to our five-week trek across 
Canada. We learned much 
during that time — and we 
hope that we may be as kind 
to the people who come to 
us for help as others have 
been to us. 

People fed and lodged us, 
washed our clothes, guided 
us through some of the 
cities, serviced our truck, 
filled the gas tank, gave us 
lunches and goodies for the 
days that we travelled, ar- 
ranged meetings for _ us, 
treated us to quiet cozy hotel 
rooms, and let us upset their 
homes when we had to pack 
and ship the two tons of 
donations we received. 

They helped in a hundred 
other ways to make our trip 
pleasant and to provide for 
our future in the Yukon. 

We will have a hard time 
to measure up to the stand- 
ard set for us. It is a high 
one! 

Please pray for us. 


Do You 
Hear Wings? 


By James J. Wholey 

















Every real Catholic and 
many non-Catholics love the 
angels. And millions more 
would love them if they were 
only properly introduced. 
Shame on us for neglecting 
them for so long a time! 

One angel has power suf- 
ficient to destroy all the 
armies in the world. Think, 
therefore, what he could do 
— and want to do — to help 
you, especially the one ap- 
pointed to guard you. 

Air Mail Special? 

(I received a package on 
the angels the other day. Not 
a sign of a post mark of any 
kind! Not a single stamp! 
Just the address. Yet it came 
through the mail.) 

I once wrote a bit of verse 
on the Guardian Angel. 
When did YOU last give him 
a thought? Listen to the 
Voice of the Angel calling 
the Prodigal home! 


Ere death draw near 

To:seal thy fate, 

Arise and come; 

’Tis not too late. 
Come Home! 


To costly garments 

And banquets rare, 

To thy Father’s love, 

To thy Mother’s care,: 
Come Home! 





The husks are bitter, 

The hour is late, 

Thy Father mourns, 

Come swift, come straight. 

Come Home! 
Your Closest Friend 

Strange, isn’t it, that be- 
side you — and straight from 
Heaven — there is a most 
beautiful and pure Spirit — 
for your very own, to be 
YOUR servant while you are 
on earth? 

And how much attention 
(honest now) do you ever 
give him? 

After God and Our Lady, 
your Angel is YOUR BEST 
FRIEND! 

How much do you honor 
him? 

Strange indeed, that we 
have so little regard for so 
powerful a friend! 

Strange indeed, that we 
have so little gratitude for all 
of his love of us and service 
to us! 

Yesterday a little Lady 
called to see me and to get 
some candy. The little 
“Lady” is three years old, a 
constant and welcome caller. 
I happened to be on the front 
steps when she called. She 
came up the steps for her 
candy, and turned around to 
descend — when it happen- 
ed! 

Angel To The Rescue 

As she turned, she went 
helter-skelter end over end, 
down the stairs. Breathless 
and helpless I watched her. 
Every time she threatened to 
crack open her head .. . she 
was TURNED OVER! 


So down she tumbled, and 
arose on a concrete sidewalk 
unharmed but bewildered 
and breathless! She looked 
at me and managed a sickly 
white smile. A woman who 
witnessed the whole per- 
formance was as white as 
falling little Anne, as_ she 
said, “I was certain she 
would break her head!” 

Said I, thankfully, “No 
wonder people believe in 
Guardian Angels.” 

An old Notre Dame Sister 
once said to me, as she 
watched small boys at play: 
“The very fact that boys live 
to grow up proves CON- 
CLUSIVELY that there are 
Guardian Angels!” 





THE B’S CORNER 


(Continued from Page Two) 
realm — or trying to — of 
PERFECT LOVE THAT 
CASTETH OUT FEARS — is 
virtually unknown. 

Confusion in the matter 
of sex, marriage, duties of 
parents to children and 
children to parents the mor- 
ality of a work contract, the 
responsibilities as well as 
the privileges of labor and 
professions, and attitudes to 
work, especially manual 
work, is so thick as to re- 
quire constant and untiring 
clarifications. 

Utter ignorance prevails 
in the matter of spiritual 
direction. Perhaps because 
the whole idea of walking 
the Royal Road to Christ 
with a GUIDE — a priestly 
guide divinely appointed for 
such a task — is almost com- 
pletely foreign to Catholics 
of this Continent. So is the 
REALIZATION, OR EQUA- 
TION, from academic knowl- 
edge to daily life, of the end 
and goal of every baptized 
Catholic: ie. SANCTITY. 
Personal apostolicity, too, is 
only beginning to penetrate 
Catholic consciousness. 

Sentimental piety, and the 
prayer of petition charac- 
erizes many, instead of the 
beautiful liturgical ap- 
proach to prayer life. The 
whole vast field of mental 
and contemplative prayer, 
the heritage of every Catho- 
lic, is a closed book to most. 








Why Is This? 

All this is written not in 
criticism of individuals, who, 
in truth, are hungry for just 
such knowledge, such bridg- 
ing between mind and living 
what the mind knows. The 
question uppermost in my 
mind through each Summer 
School is WHY? WHY? 
WHY? 

Where lies the primary 
reason for all these gaps? 
For this non-integration? 
For these strange blank 
spaces? 

The answers come, in 
part. They add up to secul- 
arization of the home, the 
school, the college and if not 
secularization of the Parish 
Life, then something 
strangely like it. 

Yet it is quite evident to 
those who deal with the 
Catholic Laity in the realms 
of the Modern Lay Apostolic 
Movements, that a burning 
hunger for God and the 
things of God exists. 

We also all realize that the 
vicious circle of all the above 
must be broken NOW; 
ESPECIALLY IN OUR 
YOUTH, WHO ARE THE 
PARENTS OF TOMOR- 
ROW’S GENERATION, 
WHO, IN TURN, WILL BE 
OUR FUTURE PRIESTS, 
NUNS, AND TEACHERS. 


WHAT IS THE ANS- 
WER? HOW CAN WE 
SPEED UP THE PROCESS? 

WON’T YOU, OUR READ- 
ERS, WRITE AND TELL 
US YOUR IDEAS ON THIS 
VITAL MATTER? 

WE WILL GLADLY PUB- 
LISH THEM. 


This Candle’s Smoke 
Rises Up To Heaven 


By Eddie Doherty 














Many people have referred 
to Betty Leonard Tyburcy as 
“a candle burning on the 
altar of the Lord.” The 
simile has been used often to 
indicate a certain type of 
girl or woman, one flaming 
with the love of God, or the 
love of a man—or both — 
and letting that love con- 
sume her. There is nothing 
new in it. (I have used it 
myself in at least one of my 
books.) But, in Betty’s case, 
it was singularly apt. The 
phrase might have been 
coined for her alone. 

Betty belonged to our 
Friendship House family. 
She served in the United 
States from June, 1943, until 
September, 1947, in Chicago 
and New York. The Lay 
Apostolate of Catholic Ac- 
tion was her heart and soul. 
She worked unceasingly for 
and with the Negro, and a- 
gainst discrimination of all 
kinds. 

Happy Ever After 

In 1947 Betty Leonard 
married Stanley Tyburcy, 
another ardent Catholic, 
and went to live in New 
Brunswick, N.J., with him. 
They had a church-goods 
store there, a lending lib- 
rary, a Catholic Information 
Center, and a trysting place 
for all sorts of Catholic Lay 
Apostles. But both had one 
great idea — that of settling 
down on a New Hampshire 
farm, and raising and teach- 
ing a great family of child- 
ren. 

They bought a farm, 
eventually; but God did not 
give them any children; and 
creditors did not give them 
any peace. In ordee to meet 
unexpected debts arising 
out of the purchase of the 
property, which was in 
Whitefield, N.H., both had to 


leave it, and find jobs that 
(Continued on Page Four) 
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would give them cash. Betty 
taught for a while. Stanley 
worked as a_ book-binder. 
Later Stan went to Wash- 
ington, D.C., to serve the 
Washington Post, and Betty 
followed him to the city, 
earning money as a waitress. 

New Year’s day of 1953 
found them working in Bos- 
ton, and slowly paying off 
their debts. The fulfillment 
of their dream seemed near. 
And then the tragedy began. 

Trifle Heralds Tragedy 

At first it didn’t seem like 
tragedy. It was merely a 
trifle. Betty had lost a few 
pounds; and she was grow- 
ing too weak to work. There 
was no pain, no suffering, 
no alarming symptoms of 
any kind. Just that constant 
loss of weight. 

Stanley was worried 
enough, however, to have 
her examined in the Massa- 
chusetts General Hospital. 
The doctors held a consul- 
tation and made numerous 
tests. There was nothing 
organically wrong with Bet- 
ty, they said. But they could 
not explain why she had lost 
so much. 

By this time, in December, 
1953, she weighed approxi- 
mately eighty pounds! 

A special diet was recom- 
mended, but the doctors said 
it didn’t necessitate the pa- 
tient’s staying in a hospital. 
She could, they agreed, live 
with her mother, in Dur- 
ham, N.H. She would fare 
just as well there as any- 
where else. 

A Mysterious Illness 

The diet was a good one. 
But it didn’t stop the con- 
tinual loss of weight. Special- 
ists in another hospital ex- 
amined Betty. They said 
thee was nothing they could 
do. Betty had no_ temper- 
ature, no pain, no disease. 
there was nothing they could 
ing wrong with her. That is, 
there was nothing wrong 
that they could detect. 

Candles are like that. 
Once lighted they go on 
burning, consuming them- 
selves, giving themselves in 
light and heat and joy. 

If Betty realized she was 
dying she gave no hint of it 
to anyone. She was as happy 
as when she weighed 120. 
And she was as fervent in 
her prayers. 

Always, now, though, the 
Rosary was in her hands. 
She had loved the Rosary, 
and had usually gone to 
sleep with the beads wound 
around her left wrist and 
the crucifix clutched in her 
hand. She had more time to 
say the various mysteries in 
her last days; and she took 
full advantage of it. 

Early last May she drop- 
ped below eighty pounds. In 
the last week of her life she 
weighed no more than sixty- 
five pounds. Her features, 
naturally, had changed until 
old friends scarce recognized 
her. But her laugh was the 
same as it ever was. And as 
frequent! 





The Flame Is Bright 

You may have noticed 
that some candles flare up 
in brilliancy and majesty be- 
fore they gutter out. You 
may have seen their flames 
dancing, leaping in exulta- 
tion, throwing a light more 
intense than they had ever 
revealed before. 

It was that way with 
Betty. One moment she was 
laughing and joking with 
her mother. The next she 
was dying. Two priests hur- 
ried with her in the ambul- 
ance to the hospital. One 
was an old friend of the 
family. The other was her 
spiritual director, who had 
visited her at frequent in- 
tervals during the last few 
months. 

Stanley was in Boston. He 
started for Durham after 
work. He had made it a 
habit of coming home to 
Betty every night. It was 
seventy-five miles; but if the 
traffic wasn’t bad, and if 
the roads were good, he 
could make it in a few hours. 

“This night,’ he says, “I 
was hurrying home as usual, 
when the thought came to 
me that it was no use to 
hurry. I went into a diner. 
I ate a full meal. And I took 
my time getting home. I was 
not too surprised, nor too 
shocked, when they told me 
Betty was dead.” 

Hands Our Lady Loved 

A few days before she died, 
Stanley says, she managed 
to clip the finger nails on 
her left hand. She was too 
weak to tackle the right 
hand. Stanley did that for 
her, under her jesting direc- 
tions. He noticed then, he 
says, that her hands were 
no longer shrunken, talon- 
like. They were the only 
normal parts of her body. 

“They were even more 
beautiful after she _ died,” 
Stanley says. “Everybody 
looked at them, holding the 
Silver Rosary — the hands 
that had always loved the 
Rosary. Everybody exclaim- 
ed at their beauty. Every- 
body mentioned the fact 
that only her hands were 
unchanged.” 

Betty died on Friday, May 
21. In Mary’s month, in 
Mary’s year! She died with 
the brown scapular about 
her withered shoulders. So 
Stanley is sure that Our 
Lady had her released from 
Purgatory the first minute 
possible after midnight — if 
she did not take her imme- 
diately to heaven. 

“She was thirty - three 
years old,” Stanley says. 
“The same age as Christ was 
when He died.” 

The candle burned itself 
out. But its smoke, its spirit, 
went up, with a sweet odor, 
to the Lord — and to the 
Lady Acolyte who lights so 
many candles before the 
altar of her Son. 








The 14th Station 
Of The Cross 


By Catherine 











The tomb 
Became a 
Manger 
Again... 
Birthplace 

OF LIFE... 
When it received 
The Lord of Life, 
Lifeless, 

Dead! 


Its silence 
Sang 

A Requiem 
Of Alleluias! 


Its coldness 
Became 

All- flame 
And fire 

Of joy— 
Joy 

Beyond 
BGSITC 4 


And Jesus 
Slept, 

Within 

The cradle 
Of its depths, 
The sleep 

Of One Who 
Conquered 
Death! 


Alone the 

Tomb 

Became witness 
To the mystery 
Of victory. 

For all eternity 
It will keep 
Secret 

That mystery... 
Giving humanity 
But 

Its emptiness 
Guarded by 
Angels! 





Looks at 
New Books 


By E. J. D. 











Kateri Of The Mohaws, 
Marie Cecelia Buehrle, Bruce 
Publ. Co., 192 pages, $3 in 
U.S. For the first time I have 
really felt Tekakwitha was 
an actual person, and a most 
saintly one. Hitherto she has 
been little more than a 
pretty pietistic legend. 

Mary In Our Life, Wm. G. 
Most, McClelland & Stewart 


‘Ltd. and P. J. Kenedy & 


Sons, 323 pages, with index. 
$4.50 in Canada, A most in- 
structive guide to Our Lady, 
easy to read and understand. 
A fine book for the Marian 
year, or any other year. 

Our Lady’s Litany, Rev. A. 
Biskupek, S.V.D., Bruce 
Publ. Co., 166 pages, $2.75 in 
U.S.A. Mary under many 
titles. A volume of “readings 
and reflections.” Well worth 
your time. 

The Cross And The Chris- 
tian, Pius-Raymond Rega- 
mey, O.P., translated _ by. 
Angeline Bouchard, B. Herd-| 
er, 177 pages, $3.25 in U.S.A. 
There is plenty of good Ca- 
tholic reading here, especial- 
ly for the student. Any one 
can read it with profit. 





Madonna House 
Press 


Though Madonna House 
Press does not do its own 
printing, but has it all 
done by the SERVICE 
PRESS, OF PEMBROKE, 
ONT., under the able di- 
rection of our good friend 
Mr. Christiansen, _never- 
theless many pamphlets 
are published by us. Here 
is a list now available to 
those interested in our 
humble Apostolate. 


Staff Workers of Friend- 
ship House (Canadian 
Province) 25¢c 

Visiting Volunteers of 
Friendship House 
(Canadian Province) 

10c 

Guests of Madonna 
House (Canadian 
Province) ate 10c 

Services of Madonna 
House (Canadian 
Province) 


Also the following 
“DOHERTYS’ BOOKS” 
are available to our read- 
ers: 

Eddie Doherty: 

Gall and Honey ....... . 2.75 
My Hay Ain’t In 
Matt Talbot 
Tumbleweed 
Captain Marooner 
Splendor of Sorrows.. 
Martin De Porres 


Catherine De Hueck- 
Doherty: 
Friendship House .... 2.25 
My Russian Yester- 
days 
Dear Seminarian 
Dear Sister 
Where Love Is— 
God Is 
Way of the Cross 
(Meditation) 


And Madonna House 
favorite hymn to Our 
Lady of Combermere. 
Music and words. 
15c a sheet 
A Special Holy Card 
with an old Marian 
le a card 


2.75 
_. 3.95 
35 








INSIGHT 


By Archibald Rutledge 











By gazing on the dusty clod 
If you can plot the course of 


And in the mud and slime 
can trace 

The water lily’s coming 
grace, 

Feel in the bare and lonely 
tree 

The slumbering spring’s 
divinity, 

See in the little acorn brown 

The massive live-oak’s old 
renown, din hi 

pe the seal that winter 
sets, 

The breathing of the violets, 

Can feel the love of God be- 
neath 

The mailed and mighty 
stroke of death, 

If, through abhorrences, you 
can 

See a dim Christ in Caliban, 

And by the promise in a soul 


Vision it beautiful and 
whole, 

Can recognize the undefiled 

In — and corrupted 
child, 

I'd say you have a gift to 


give, 
And should a little longer 
live. 





OUR NEEDS 
ARE HERE 


For the chapel, a standing 
electrical fan with 12 or 18 
inch blades. Maybe someone 
has a second-hand one some- 
ag We would be so grate- 
ul. 

Garden tools. Religious ar- 
ticles — rosaries, holy pic- 
tures, medals, prayer books. 

We would welcome dona- 
tions toward sanctuary and 
vigil lights for our Chapel. 

And our files are growing. 
Perhaps some business firm 
is changing their addresso- 
graph systems... we would 
be so glad to get their old 
one. The need for this is 
truly great. It is not easy; 
and it consumes much val- 
uable time, to address eight 
thousand envelopes and our 
newspaper subscriptions by 
hand. 


Widon’s Mite 


By M. W. H. 























Thank you, God, 

For Magdalene, who possess- 
ing beauty, and holding 
power in her lovely hands, 
gathered up all her treas- 
ures, wrapped them in 
penitent love, and handed 
them back to You. 

For music that embraces my 
emotions, to send them 
agen blindly for good or 

For writings that grip my 
mind with the joy of men- 
tal exercise. 

For the people who mean so 
much to me. 

For the snow that lies silent- 
ly on a tree branch, mani- 
festing Your power. 

And even for the Church 
building that houses Your 
Body, Soul, and Divinity. 

All these shall pass .. . and 
yet I love them. 


These are the things You 
have given me to appre- . 
gate and then return to 

ou. 


None is quite perfect, as I 
am not perfect. 

Enjoying them, I merely 
pass from one to the next 
... and finally to You, 
where, covered with my 
sins of devotion to thes 
inferior things, : 
kneel before You, as did 
the Magdalene, and offer 
these, my human loves, to 
Your perfect Love that 
looked down from a cross 
at all the Magdalenes and 
loved they infinitely 

Because the stained little 
treasures they brought to 





You were all the treasures 
they had! 
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